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	1. Chapter 2

**THIS IS OMEGAMAN17 WITH AN IMPORTANT UPDATE!**

**THIS IS THE SAME STORY (in a way) OF MY "THE SEARCH FOR THE NIGHT FURIES" THAT I POSTED AND WROTE BEFORE**

**HOWEVER…THANKS TO THE EFFORTS OF HAPPY-JOYFUL…THE STORY IS A LOT BETTER THAN IT WAS! **

**PLEASE LET US KNOW WHAT YOU THINK IN A REVIEW! *whispers* they are greatly appreciated!**

***CLEARS THROAT* ANYWHO! I WILL BE DOING SHOUTOUTS ON REVEIWS THAT WE RECEIVE! **

**SO. WITHOUT FURTHER ADU….**

**ENJOY "THE SEARCH FOR THE NIGHT FURIES (REDONE EDITION)!**

The Search for the Night Furies

(Redone)

Chapter 1 Attack!

"Ahhh!" Sam yelled from his boat while attempting to tie down the sails. "Why did it have to _storm_?! Ack! The gods hate me!" 

A little backstory, you ask? Sam is the son of the Great Chief Jerik. His father was the leader of the Dunkerton's tribe that was famous for its circus acts and plays. Almost everyone on Murk Island (the Dunkerton's island) knew how to throw or juggle swords and knives, or other miscellaneous objects. However, Chief Jerik hated the mere _thought_ of war and violence, so he made a peace treaty with the tribes of the surrounding area - including Berk, the Outcasts, and the Berserkers. Of all of these allies, Berk proved to be his favorite.

Sam grunted, finally succeeding in tying down the mast. "There!" Sam exclaimed as he finally got the sail tied down. "Now _stay down_! Where in Thor's name am I?" he asked himself as he walked up to the rudder to try and gain control of the ship. "I didn't think Berk was this far away!" He shouted, frustrated. As he was trying to get his bearings, a massive wave came up and crashed onto the ship cutting the mast clear off the deck, while filling the hull with seawater. "Thor Almighty!" Sam yelled in disgust and surprise, "Can nothing go right today?!" Just as he finished saying that, the ship crashed into the rocks at the shore that Sam wasn't able to see due to the severe, pelting wind and rain. "Ahhhh!" He yelled as he was thrown into the ship's hull and knocked unconscious by the falling debris. 

(Flashback)  
>Sam's POV <p>

"Come on bro!" My sister Cary shouted at me, "Dad's at the docks already! Alvin the Treacherous is visiting today and Dad wanted us to be down there when he got here." 

Alvin the Treacherous - somehow that man gave me the creeps... If anything, because of his size, and the way he looks down at you, like you're a bug he could squish with his shoe. I mean the man is HUGE! He can throw a Deadly Nadder sixty feet, and the man is a monster! But then, he also has an incredibly vast army and navy that could wipe out any rival that gets in their way. Alvin is, in my mind, one of our most dangerous allies. Then again, we are also allied with the Berserker tribe ruled by the infamous Dagger the Deranged. Dagger, his name is _very_ fitting. He goes berserk all the time, and he is always deranged. (Don't tell him I said that. He scares me too, though honestly he probably scares everyone – isn't that kind of the point? I mean, his name is _Dagger_) Out of all of my father's allies, the only one that I actually trust would be Stoick the Vast of Berk. The man is just as large as Alvin, sure, but he is much kinder and gentler than Alvin, making him a much better man. Plus, he doesn't look down on you like you're a bug to squish. 

"Hey! Wake up Johnny Daydream! We need to get to the docks!" My sister said loudly, as she nudged me out of my stupor.  
>"You know," I responded, after shaking my head to clear it, "I'd rather work in the smithy for a few hours. If Alvin wants to see me, which I sincerely doubt, you can tell him where I am." <p>

"Alright, but Dad's not going to be happy when he finds out." she replied, setting her hands on her hips in a defiant way. 

"He will understand. Now run along." I told my little sister, encouraging her to go. 

"Okay, I'll see you later Sam." She winked and waved as she walked away. 

"Likewise," I told her as I walked into the smithy and started making another sword for my juggling act. Of all of the people on Murk, I was the one who juggled the sharpest and lightest swords. The trick was to use the light-weight material that Gronckles spew up every now and again. It's just getting it that's hard - you know, with Gronckles being a species of dragon and all - and to the people of Murk, dragons are a very, very big problem. 

_Third person_

"Hey Dad." Cary said as she approached her father, Jerik, at the docks. 

"Hey sweetheart, where's Sam?" Jerik asked his daughter. 

"He's in the shop. He said that he had some things to get done."  
>"Alright, I'll talk to him later." Jerik replied, with a questioning tone<br>The two of them stood next to each other on the docks, watching the bay as the Outcast navy came into view with the Berserker Navy not far behind. 

"Daddy?" Cary asked, "Was Dagger supposed to come today?" 

"No." Chief Jerik answered, "But I am sure that it's all alright. Maybe Dagger is coming to trade with our merchants." 

"He scares me, Daddy." Cary stated, her voice wavering in nervousness. 

"I know, honey," Jerik replied gently, "but we need his armada's protection. Without that, we are very venerable to attacks and invasions from other clans." 

"Jerik!" Alvin exclaimed with a fake smile as he stepped off of his ship onto the dock. "It has been too long since we saw each other last." 

"Yes," Jerik replied, eyeing him warily, "it's been about a year since we signed the treaty of your protection for my people." 

"Yeah, about that...I'm going to have to cancel that treaty." Alvin said in a sinister way as two of his men went behind the chief and Cary.

"What's going on Alvin?" Jerik asked, gazing at him cautiously.

"Well, you see Jerik, this island of Murk is not really showing much profit for me - and I intend to fix that."

Jerik looked taken aback, as he had been giving him twenty percent of the profits from their circus acts and had no idea that it wasn't enough. "How?" Jerik asked, completely unknowing.

"Is this really a question? You know exactly what I mean." Once Alvin finished speaking that last word, he drew his sword and drove it through Chief Jerik's chest, all within a second. 

"_Daddy_!" Cary yelled in utter pain.

"Shut _up_!" Alvin snapped as he slit her throat, destroying her alongside her father.

"He killed the chief!" One of the Murkians that happened to be passing by the docks yelled in surprise.

"Kill him." Alvin commanded his men.

Once they finished their evil deed, Alvin told them to find Sam.

"In order for me to fully take Murk, I need that boy killed." He ordered his two men.

"Yes sir!" They responded swiftly as they left to find the young chieftain.

"You there!" Alvin caught the attention of one of his sailors, "Give Dagger the signal to open fire on Murk. We take the island now!"

**AND BY THE WAY… IF ANY OF YOU GUYS NEED A BETA READER TO LOOK AT YOUR WORK.**

**HAPPY-JOYFUL WOULD BE ONE OF THE ****BEST**** CHOICES!**

**UNTIL NEXT TIME….**

**OMEGAMAN17**


	2. Chapter 2 Save the Chieften!

Chapter 2 Save the Chieften!

* * *

><p>"Run for it!" One villager yelled, while turning and running away from one of Dagur's soldiers that he had been fighting.<p>

"We're under attack!" yelled another to Sam, who had just run out of the smithy.

"What!?" Sam yelled, completely taken off guard.

"Alvin the Treacherous and Dagur the Deranged have just killed your father and sister, and are intruding!"

Well, if Sam wasn't taken aback when he said they were under attack, he was now. He teared up for a second, but pushed it back down and saved it for later, when he could afford to cry. Now was not the time for tears.

"Quick! We must get our new chief off the island!"

"How?" Sam asked, choking back tears that threatened to roll down his face, "And what about you?"

"We'll try to fight, as for you, you need to get to Berk and plead to Stoick the Vast for help. We will get you to the docks."

"Let's go..." Sam sighed, slightly depressed and trying to clear his head of all of the swirling questions. He attempted to ask the most important one to the man who was escorting him.

"What exactly happened to make them attack? Aren't we supposed to be _protected_ by them?" He asked as they snuck past the soldiers who were attacking and sometimes killing Murkians who tried to stop them in their search for Sam. They hadn't been noticed yet, simply because they were hiding behind bushes and buildings. The flora of the island had been their saving grace.

The kind man replied, "Technically, yes. But when Dagur and Alvin came, it was not to trade goods and renew the treaty - it was to cancel it, and take the island. Well, you weren't with the chief and Cary, so they had to find you. If that means destroying property and people in order to find you, they don't care."

By the time he was done explaining, they had made it to docks - all of the ships were deserted and no one was watching them. Already you could hear the yells and screams of the brave Murkian men who were trying to defend their homes with no combat training.

"Go, young chieftain. And may Odin help you on your way."

"Same to you, and may Thor help you as you fight off Alvin and Dagger." Sam answered.

"Yes, now go. Bring back help."  
>(End Flashback)<p>

* * *

><p>"Hiccup sweetheart?" Astrid asked her husband, as she sat up in bed, "Are you awake?"<p>

Hiccup yawned, his jaws opening almost to the limit of how wide they can go. "I am now... What's up...?" he questioned sleepily, his eyes half open.

"There was a bad storm last night." Astrid observed, "We should go make sure no one shipwrecked on our shores."

Hiccup yawned again, his mouth opening smaller this time. He rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, and replied, "Yeah, I guess. But I need something from you first."

"What's that?" Astrid asked, blinking at her husband in confusion and standing up.

"Good mornings kiss." Hiccup said playfully, standing up and taking her in his arms.

"Ha!" Astrid chuckled as Hiccup dipped her in a passionate lip lock, holding her below himself with warm, safe arms. "Why Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, what has come over you?" Astrid asked when he let go in the same playful tone as he had used earlier in asking for a kiss.

"Hmmm…..take a guess."

"You love me?"

"That's it!" Hiccup exclaimed as he swung her around for another passionate kiss.

"Hiccup, how are you standing?" Astrid asked when she noticed that he wasn't wearing his metal leg. Then she noticed that Toothless' tail was under Hiccup's stub helping him stand. She chuckled in admiration at the dragon's sometimes childish loyalty.  
>"Oh, you silly alpha dragon! Come on you two - we need to check the shores."<p>

"Heh. Come on bud." Hiccup said as he sat down on the bed and attached his leg and dressed into his normal flight suit. Astrid went behind a fur curtain and pulled off her nightgown and put on her normal attire that consisted of a brown shirt, her jacket, brown pants and spiked skirt. Hiccup asked when she showed herself again, fully dressed, "Alright, ready Astrid?"

"Let's go honey!" she responded, as they both mounted Toothless and took to the sky through the large dragon window in their room. They stopped at the barn so Astrid could mount Stormfly, then headed for the shores.

"Wow," Astrid exclaimed, "That must have been some storm! I mean, look at all of the rubble and debris."

"Yeah. Hey Astrid, does that ship look familiar to you?"

"That's an Outcast ship, Hiccup." Astrid said warily, "It must have crashed last night. But where are the men?"

"Good question. We better go tell Gob-" Toothless cut his rider off by diving towards the ship wreck.

"Whoa! Toothless! Stop!" Hiccup shouted as they came up to the hull of the capsized ship.

"I think he wants us to look inside." Astrid said, indicating the biggest piece of the debris of the wrecked ship. Hiccup looked down at his best friend, who had stopped and was staring intently at the dark hole of an entrance.

"Well, alright." Hiccup replied. "Astrid, you come with me. Toothless and Stormfly, watch the entrance." Hiccup landed Toothless, and Astrid did the same with Stormfly. Astrid went in first, ever the daredevil.

"Let's go, babe." Astrid waved to him to come as she jumped in, ducking under the sail that was partially blocking the entrance. Hiccup followed her in after a moment's hesitation, pushing the sail-tarp out of the way.

"Astrid where are you?" Hiccup asked, glancing around in the pitch blackness.

"Right next to you." Astrid replied as she tapped his shoulder. He jumped, flinched, and gasped all at the same time.

Hiccup caught his breath, then exclaimed, "You scared me! Boy, it's darker than Toothless' hide in here."

Then they both heard Toothless growl and Stormfly start to chuckle, amused.

"Um… No offense bud!" Hiccup called out, only to be replied with a irritated but forgiving grunt from the alpha.

"I have an idea…" Hiccup said, as he pulled out his infernal sword and set it ablaze.

"That helps." Astrid said, glancing at him approvingly. She then looked over at the rubble. She blinked and rubbed her eyes, signifying that she saw something – something suspiciously human. "Um, Hiccup…"

"Yes Astrid?" Came his reply.

"W-w-what's that." She stammered, pointing to something skin-colored in the rubble.

Hiccup narrowed his eyes, trying to get a better look. Then, seeing the shape of it, recognized it as someone's hand sticking out of the rubble!

"It's a hand! Someone is unconscious or dead under there! Toothless! Stormfly! Get down here and help!" Hiccup exclaimed as he and Astrid rushed over to the pile and started lifting planks off of a body.

With Hiccup's flame sword in one hand giving light, he recognized the body as a boy, no older than eighteen.

Once they got him uncovered, Hiccup dragged him out into the light of day, and put an ear to his chest. "He's still alive. Thank the gods." Hiccup placed him on Toothless' back and mounted up, saying, "We need to get him to Gothi's."

Astrid mounted Stormfly, and pointed out, "I'll get Gothi, Hiccup. You need to get him to Gobber's, its closer. Those bruises and cuts won't kill him, but he looks pretty dehydrated and pale. Who knows how long he's been there."

"Alright, but hurry. Come on bud." Hiccup said as they took off into the sky.


	3. Chapter 3

**Enjoy! My fellow Fanfictioners! XD Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 3, New arrival<p>

"How is he?" Hiccup asked worriedly, as Gothi walked out of Gobber's guest room. Gothi just looked sympathetically at the young chief for a long time before she started to write in the sand.

"Um, could you translate?" Hiccup asked in a confused tone, glancing over at Gobber with a completely bewildered look.

"Heh, heh, still haven't learned her writings yet, have ya Hiccup?" Gobber joked, looking down at the sand. "Alright, she says that he's fine, just some cuts and bruises. He was also dehydrated, but not too badly - She doesn't know if the dehydration will hinder his movement. She has given him some water. She says to make sure he is hydrated at all times, otherwise it might hinder his movement."

"Is he an Outcast?" Astrid tensely asked Gobber, as if readying for battle.

"She says here that she doesn't think so," Gobber replied, as he continued to read, "But she thinks that he is a Murkian."

Astrid visibly relaxed, realizing that Murkians couldn't and probably wouldn't hurt a fly, let alone people or dragons.

"A Murkian? On Berk? But… They're circus people..." Hiccup trailed off, dumb-founded and puzzled as to why a Murkian, of all people, would be on Berk.

"H-hello?" A young, male voice called out from the room, sounding perplexed. _He must_ _have woken to being alone in the room_ Hiccup thought, wondering if he should start for the door.

"He's awake." Gobber stated the obvious as he approached the door, beating Hiccup to it.

"Where am I?" The young man asked, "And who are you?"

"My name is Hiccup." Hiccup introduced himself, and held out a hand. He took it, flinching as he did. "Why do I ache all over?" He asked once he had let Hiccup's hand go. "I'll let Gobber answer that one. This is Astrid, that's Gobber, and that old woman is Gothi." Hiccup pointed to each person as he said their names.

"I can introduce myself just fine, Hiccup," Astrid snapped, slightly irritably, "As for where you are," she added more softly, "you're on Berk. You woke up in Gobber's house."

"You ache because you've been dehydrated for quite a while. What's your name son?" Gobber asked, wondering why he was here but at the same time trying to be friendly.

"I'm Sam. Chief Jerik was my father." He replied.

"Well, what in Thor's name are you doing here?" Hiccup asked bluntly. Astrid elbowed him, whispering in a scolding tone, "Hiccup! Be polite!" Hiccup just glared at her, then they both turned to look at Sam when he interrupted with, "Alvin and Dagger invaded and took the island. I escaped to find chief Stoick the Vast. I must see him immediately."

"Um….." Hiccup started nervously, his mouth open and attempting to try and explain but failing miserably. He closed his mouth awkwardly.

"Hiccup here is the new chief of Berk, Sam." Astrid took note of Hiccup's discomfort and told him, "Stoick was his father."

"Did Stoick retire?"

"No." Hiccup said, wishing that was the case. He continued in a small voice, "He was, um, killed in battle."

"I'm sorry." Sam said sympathetically, "We didn't know. The Murkian people, I mean."

"It's alright." Hiccup sighed, then continued, "If you are ready to walk, we can gather up all of the dragon riders and tell them about your plea for help."

"Thank you, sir." Sam thanked him.

"Hey, I'm not old enough to be a 'sir', 'Hiccup' would do just fine." The chief told him with a friendly smile.

"Okay…Hiccup."

* * *

><p>When the five of them left Gobber's front yard, Hiccup was approached rather quickly by Toothless, who immediately got under Hiccup and wriggled him until he was in the saddle.<br>"Hey bud." Hiccup said as he scratched under Toothless' chin.

"U-um…" Sam stammered as he started to back away, eyes round as saucers and a look that said he was terrified.

"Hey, it's alright," Gobber said, attempting to alleviate his fear, "We train the dragons here."

"Ha! Sure. Right. Like I'm just going to believe-" Sam was cut off by hot, heavy breathing on his neck - he was still backing up as he was talking, and now he almost screamed. _Thor help me_, he thought as he slowly turned around and looked Stormfly right in the eye.

"Don't worry," Astrid said as she approached calmly, trying to calm Sam down. "Stormfly only eats chicken."

"I sort-a feel like one." Sam said quietly, feeling really small compared to the tall dragon.

"Heh, go on Stormfly. Go and play with Toothless." Astrid waved Stormfly off, and the Deadly Nadder ran over to Toothless. Toothless grinned his famous 'toothless' smile, and looked at Hiccup excitedly, practically saying "I wanna go play!" Hiccup chuckled at the childish Night Fury, and climbed off of the saddle. Toothless consequently ran towards Stormfly, only for her to run. They initiated a game of chase.

"I bet you think that we're really weird, don't you?" Hiccup asked with one eyebrow cocked, but a smile that said he didn't mind either way.

"Heh, you don't know the half of it..." Sam replied in bewilderment, causing all of the other dragon riders to chuckle in amusement.

"Come on," Hiccup said to Sam and Astrid, "Let's get to the Great Hall."

"Good idea." Sam answered, still gazing at Toothless warily like he was some sort of monster that was waiting to attack. Which, in a way, he had been - but obviously he wasn't now.

"So you, um, train the dragons?" He asked Hiccup as they headed off together, walking towards the Great Hall.

"Yeah, dragons are actually kind and gentle creatures." Hiccup responded, "They only attack when threatened."

"But how do you know if he won't kill you?" Sam said, still keeping his distance from the dragon. Sam was still wary of them, but not completely terrified as he was before. Mostly he was just curious as to how a friendship is formed with a [i]dragon[i], of all species.

"Because once you have earned a dragon's loyalty, there is nothing that he won't do for you." Astrid said proudly, putting a hand on her hip as she walked.

"But how do you train them?" Sam asked curiously.

"By showing them that you aren't a threat to them, and by offering them respect. Like this." Hiccup stopped walking, faced Toothless, offered his hand, and turned his face away.

"What is he do-" Sam started, hoping Hiccup's hand didn't get bitten off in a bloody display.

"Shhh." Astrid shushed him quietly, "Just watch."

As Sam watched almost worriedly, Toothless walked slowly up to Hiccup and placed his muzzle against his hand, wanting to be petted. "Wow." Sam managed to say in complete awe.

"Now you try." Hiccup told him as he petted his Night Fury, smiling at Toothless, then at Sam.

"You have got to be joking." Sam said, looking at Toothless, then back at Hiccup. He took a second glance at Hiccup after looking warily at the dragon. "You're not joking." It wasn't even a question.

"You know, Hiccup can be very persuasive." Astrid put in, crossing her arms and smiling, enjoying the look on Sam's face.

"Alright, but if he bites off my hand, I'll come after you."

"Heh. Just do what I did." Hiccup encouraged, stepping away from Toothless and letting Sam do his thing.

Sam took a deep breath and repeated the moves that Hiccup had shown him - and in no time at all, Toothless came up and let Sam pet him.

"Heh. H-Hey, um, T-Toothless?" Sam said, slightly nervous. [i]This is so weird! I'm petting a dragon! Wait, I'm petting a-[i] Sam's nervous thoughts were cut off by Hiccup's laugh. Hiccup exclaimed, "That sounded more like a question, but good job!"

"Yes, great job Sam!" Gobber exclaimed, "Now, everyone is waiting in the Hall, so we need to get moving."

"Right. Hey Toothless," Hiccup said, getting the attention of the alpha dragon, "Could you give us a lift?"

The alpha responded with a grunt of approval while lowering his back to be mounted.

"Come on Sam, hop on." Hiccup said as he climbed on.

"Me? On a Night Fury?" Sam said, still bewildered and eyeing the dragon with a look that said, 'This is so going to end badly...'

"Well, flying with them is the next step."

"Um, okay." _I had better not fall off_, Sam thought, gingerly stepping over the dragon, then lowering his body onto his back when Toothless showed no signs of annoyance.

"Alright," Hiccup said, once Sam was on, "You'd better hold on tight. The lift-off is a little rough. Let's go bud." Sam's eyes widened as they shot into the sky.

"Whooooa!" Sam yelled, trying to get his grip back on Hiccup but failing miserably.

"Hang on!" Hiccup laughed, looking back to see Sam's fingers slipping off of Hiccup's shoulders.

"Yeah! Easy for you to say!" Sam yelled through the whistling wind in his ears.

"Hahahaha! Come on bud!"


	4. Chapter 4

**Hey guys! Here's the next chapter for ye'!**

**Hope ye' all like it! *whispers* Happy spent a lot of time on this one. And I am happy that she….or he…..spent this much time on it. Makes me feel special :) um…in a friendly…..not creepy…..kind-a way…*Facepalms* I sort-a walked right into that didn't I? *chuckle* more like…ran straight into it XD**

**Anywhos! I think it's time to reveal the next chapter! **

**But first!**

**SHOUTOUTS!**

**Silverwolvesarecool: Alive…?...I think I'm alive…..*does quick body check, stopping at prostatic leg* Well…..most of me is anyway XD**

**Ingtymn: Oh no…..I'm quaking in my boot. Whatever will Ingtymn do to me?! ;)**

**Enjoy Chapter 4 everybody!**

***whispers* and don't forget to review!**

* * *

><p>Chapter 4 Grieving Family<p>

"Unh… Ugh…" Sam moaned, as he woke up with tears in his eyes and a splitting headache. He had cried himself to sleep the night before, after he had taken his first flight with Toothless and Hiccup and they had eaten dinner. On top of crying himself to sleep, nightmares had plagued his dreams, seeming to go on forever.

He had managed to keep choking down tears at dinner the night before, telling himself he would cry when he was in private. Hiccup had introduced Sam to Valka politely, and he had politely introduced himself. He couldn't help making sad, depressed eyes when Valka gave Hiccup a reassuring hug, and Hiccup rested his head on his mother's shoulders. He longed to do that with his own father. He remembered all the times his father had protected him and his little sister, all the times he had read bedtime stories to them both when they were little, and when he always said, "I have to be your father, not your friend," and they would both love him like a friend anyway. He remembered their first fight, and he was internally glad that they hadn't fought when he left for the docks.

He had let a tear slip down each of his cheeks (one from each eye), and in response the others invited him over to eat with them. Hiccup had reassured Sam that he had felt similarly when he lost his father. Sam just nodded, and continued eating the rest of his food in silence. Everyone snuck worried glances at him, but didn't say any more to him. They just ate their supper in peace, chatting about mindless things like the wonderful late spring weather, or about how their families were doing. Obviously, they didn't bring up how Valka was even alive, which Sam was curious about. But he didn't bring it up – he just wanted to eat and go to bed and cry. Be done with it.

He managed to wait to shed tears until after their evening meal - he walked back to Gobber's extra guest room, closed his door almost silently, crawled into bed, and sobbed under the covers.

Sam sat there, remembering all of this, and just kind of laid there, numbly. He didn't have any more tears to shed. He had stayed up late last night, sobbing until he was too tired to keep crying.

Sam sat up, rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, and waited until his headache went away before glancing out the window at the sun.

_10 o'clock._ He thought instinctively. He had learned from his father what positions of the sun in the sky meant which time. A pang of sadness hit him then, thinking of his father, but he pushed it back down, knowing he couldn't cry anymore. He needed to move on with his life. Keep himself busy.

He swung his legs around to the edge of his bed, into a sitting position, then yawned and stretched his arms above his head and his legs out in front of him. He went through the options of what he could do in his head as he stood up and moved to the bathroom.

_Chiefly duties with Hiccup? No… it'll remind me of dad too much_. He padded softly down the hall, opened the door to the bathroom, and then walked over to the reflective Gronckle mirror which was right in front of him. _Gobber, maybe? Isn't he a dentist for the dragons?_ Sam just made a disgusted face in the Gronckle mirror, looking at his own reflection in the small bathroom. He picked up a brush, attempting to comb his thick black hair. _Hmm… Maybe Astrid could teach me to fight?_ He picked up a wooden cup that was sitting on the table in front of the mirror, and walked over to the small well that was behind him and to the left. _No, she's probably busy helping Hiccup with his Chiefly stuff._ He pumped the well, and water came spilling out of it. Dipping his cup under it, he stopped the water and took a much needed drink. _Maybe those twins, Ruffnut and Tuffnut, can… No, never mind._ He downed the drink, then set the empty wooden cup on the shelf next to the well, where it seemed to belong. _What can I do? I don't think Snotlout does anything in his free time but look in the mirror at his muscles, to be honest. What am I supposed to do now?_

Sam, sighing and walking out of the bathroom, then resolved that he would just work on what he was doing now – getting ready for the day. He had a feeling something to do would come to him.

He got dressed into something that Gobber had left him (from Hiccup) the night before. The pair of sturdy, brown pants and the plain, dark grey, elbow sleeved shirt that Hiccup had sewn for Gobber to give to him that he put on now would have to do for now, until he could go back to Murk to get his normal clothes. The clothes that he had come in were torn and ripped, and Valka was probably working on patching them up now.

Sam walked out of Gobber's house. Gobber was apparently already gone, probably already at his work fixing dragon teeth. He figured he'd casually walk up to Gobber to see if he could use some of his swords to juggle, or, if that didn't work, make his own and _then_ juggle.

Considering Gobber used to be the blacksmith of the town, his house wasn't far from the smithy. A five minute walk a most, so as Sam walked up to the open smithy's building, he could hear Hiccup's voice, and then more clearly Snotlout's incredulous question.

"So, let me get this straight," Snotlout asked, as Sam walked up, "Alvin and Dagur have partnered up again? Seriously?" He crossed his arms and frowned.

"Ha! Wonder how long that will last." Tuffnut smirked.

"Come on, Tuffnut! This is serious!" Hiccup exclaimed. Sam stopped walking in front of them, his eyes wide. He asked, "What's happening here? Alvin and Dagur are doing what?" Sam was screaming inside - it was only a day later, and Alvin and Dagur were doing something already?

"We're discussing what to do with you're plea, Sam. Dagur and Alvin have taken over the island, and they may killed off anyone who opposed them. We don't know if anyone survived, but I think we're pretty much unanimous in the fact that the two of our enemies have taken the island. Now we're just trying to figure out what to do about it. And I for one, can't just leave them like that." Hiccup explained _Oh. Thank the gods…_ Sam thought to himself in relief when he realized they were just talking about yesterday.

"He's right. Murk is one of our allies, we can't turn our backs on them." Astrid said, putting in her two cents.

"But the Murkians don't even know how to fight! The island has probably been taken by now." Snotlout protested, his frown deepening into an angry scowl at the thought of senseless killing.

Sam sighed, not liking the thought any more than Snotlout, let alone the rest of them. "He's probably right," Sam whispered quietly, on the verge of tears, "They're probably all gone." Sam looked down at his fur boots, and let a single tear streak down his cheek.

_I guess I'm not completely out of tears…_ he thought. His thick black hair covered his eyes when he put his head down, so all that the kids and Gobber saw was the one tear streaking down his cheek. Gobber, who was standing to the right of him, walked up to him and rested his large hand on his shoulder reassuringly.

"Sam… Why don't we find out the facts before we assume, alright…?" With the gentleness of a mother doe with her baby fawn, Gobber gently lifted Sam's chin, and wiped away the tear that had streaked down his chin.

"I have an idea," Hiccup piped up, as the rest of them turned their attention back to him. Gobber patted Sam's back, and chuckled, "See? Hiccup always has a plan. Don't you forget it. No matter what, he never, _ever_ backs down. Don't you worry!" Sam just smiled in response, and nodded to Hiccup to continue.

"What I can do is," Hiccup said as he explained the plan "Toothless and I can sneak into the town at night and get a birds eye view, as well as see who all is alive in the town on the ground. As long as we stay in the shadows of the night and I stay on Toothless' back so that we're ready to take off into the night if we're seen, I can scout around and see if anyone is alive, or captured. I'll relay any information I happen to find to everyone here, including the population of Murkians versus Outcasts and Berserkers. Sound good?"

Snotlout crossed his arms and frowned, thinking on it out loud. "I guess you're the only one capable of doing this one. Me and Hookfang are good for raids, not stealth and gathering info. I'll let you do this one." Snotlout smirked at Hiccup, giving him a thumbs-up.

"You'll let me, huh? Whatever you say, Snotlout." Hiccup smirked right back at him. Snotlout put his hands back down at his sides, grinning.

"Stormfly is too brightly colored to be stealthy, to be honest. We'd have to stay way under the radar, and that would be too much hassle. Go ahead, sweetheart. Just make sure to write down every group of people you find, and how many are in each group, okay?" Hiccup nodded at Astrid who had spoken, and looked to the twins, cringing as he did.

Tuffnut just glanced at Hiccup, then yawned, "Yeah, yeah, whatever. We don't get to blow anything up, or break anything, so go ahead. It's too boring to bother." Tuffnut waved his hand in a pardoning manner. He was sitting on a table, and he lay down and pretended to go to sleep.

Hiccup blinked, surprised. "Really?"

Ruffnut just laughed at Hiccup's bewildered face, like he was completely not expecting that reaction. She said, "We don't like stealth missions. They're too pointless, at least to us. There isn't enough action!" She grinned, then paused in thought, the grin then changing to her normal expression. "Yeah, go ahead, Hiccup. We'll stay here and prank everyone while you're gone." She snickered, and so did Tuffnut, seemingly in his sleep. Sam could tell that Hiccup knew that Tuffnut wasn't asleep, though.

Finally, Hiccup turned to Sam. Sam just smiled, and nodded, silently hoping that someone, _anyone_ was alive. "Do your best," Sam encouraged him. "I will." Hiccup walked over to the front of the group, and said, "Everyone is in agreement. I will go with Toothless on a stealth and info-gathering mission to Murk, tonight. For now, go and be with your families." Everyone nodded and dispersed.

"He's probably right you know." Sam said quietly once everyone went their separate ways, some in groups and others on their own. Hiccup, Astrid and Sam were in a group, walking on a path that lead back towards the village. The smithy was in with the trading/shopping district as well as the docks - houses and farms were separate, on higher ground.

"What about?" Astrid asked, turning her head towards him as she walked.

"About Murk. We don't even know if anyone there is still alive." Sam replied, looking down sadly.

"Hey now, wait just one Terror-singing minute!" Hiccup interjected, confused. He stopped, and Astrid and Sam stopped to look at him. "Wasn't it you who went with everyone and agreed with my plan? Don't you want to know the truth?"

"Yeah, but-"

"'But' nothing! Your people are going to be okay, Sam! Do you hear me?" Hiccup cut him off, looking straight at him, a serious expression on his face. He put both hands firmly on Sam's shoulders, looking at him before he spoke again. Sam's intense, hopelessly sad amber eyes stared back at him. "They are going to be okay. You have to have hope!"

Sam sighed, wishing it were that simple. He lowered his head and just whispered, "I wish I was that sure."

Astrid stared at the two of them for a moment, then shook her head, her braid swishing back and forth as she did. "Come on you two," Astrid interjected, trying to relieve the tension that was in the air, "Hiccup, it's almost time to meet your mother for supper. In fact, I think we might be late."

"Oh, I completely forgot!" Hiccup exclaimed as he let go of Sam. He turned and kept walking at a quicker pace than he was walking before, like nothing ever happened. He and Astrid sped up their walking as well to keep his pace. For now their small disagreement was forgotten.

"You're welcome to join us Sam." Astrid told the downhearted Murkian prince. Sam glanced over at her in return, then looked back down at his boots as he quickly walked.

"I don't want to impose." Sam quietly said.

"Impose? On my mother?" Hiccup questioned playfully, chuckling. "Actually it would be an insult to my mother if I _didn't_ bring you along… So let's go! We're definitely running late!"

"I thought that his mother was eaten by a dragon." Sam whispered quietly, confused, as Hiccup ran ahead of them towards the public barns, which were closer than Valka's and Hiccup's house.

"It's a long story." Astrid replied in the same barely audible whisper, "I'll tell you another time, when he's not around."

"Come on you two!" Hiccup called from Toothless' saddle. Sam looked up, noticing they were coming up on the public barns. He and Astrid ran towards the open barns, catching up to Hiccup.

"We're coming, sweetie!" Astrid replied, as she and Sam mounted Stormfly.

Sam glanced around before they left. The barns were basically a long row of three-sided wooden sheds, one side open to walking right in (or flying out). They all had little yards on one side with places to bathe or play with a dragon. They were made a while back for people who couldn't leave their dragons at home while they left on voyages for whatever purpose for long periods of time (but they also doubled as a convenient meeting place, and a location to put dragons during the day until the riders needed them to ride). There were people around that were available to take care of the dragons that were left here. By this time, though, the stable-hands were home, as they only came in the mornings and afternoons to check if there were any dragons staying there for more than just a day, unlike the rider's dragon's did. Sam remembered all of this from a conversation at last night's evening meal as he swung his leg over the saddle. Sam added the look and clean, homey feel of the public stables to his memory. Then Stormfly and Toothless and both flew out of the barns through the open side, their riders on their backs.

* * *

><p>After about ten minutes of flying, they arrived at Valka's house, which was right on the top of Odin's cliff, on the edge of the pine forest that bordered the northern edge of the village.<p>

"Hello, Hiccup!" Valka said, as she greeted her son. "Oh, and hello Sam! You and Astrid will be joining us for dinner, am I right?" Astrid and Sam nodded, Sam's depressed mood forgotten for the moment as he looked forward to the delicious meal she prepared.

Or so he thought.

"Wonderful! I've prepared a slightly bigger dinner than Hiccup and I usually make, and I hope it's enough for all of us. Come on in, let me just get an extra plate for Sam!" Valka exclaimed with a smile.

Hiccup led Sam and Astrid to the round dinner table, and Valka went into the kitchen to retrieve a large pot of… something, along with another plate and spoon for Sam. Sam had no idea what was in the pot until Valka lowered it onto the table. He'd never had it, but he had heard of it, so it was hard to tell what it was until Valka announced what it was.

"I've made some fishtail stew. I hope you two like it." Valka said as they walked inside, and gestured to Astrid and Sam as she sat. Hiccup pulled out a chair and sat, as did Astrid and Sam. Once they were all seated, Valka asked, "So Sam, where are you from? You're definitely not from around here; I would have seen you if you were."

"I'm from Murk." Sam left it at that, not bothering to elaborate a little more on that subject. Instead, Astrid did it for him.

"Actually, he's Chief Jerik's son," Astrid explained, then hesitated. She glanced over at Sam, and then looked back to Valka. "…And possibly the last of the royal Murkian line."

_And the Murkians themselves. I very well could be the last Murkian…_ Sam thought. His foul mood had come back in full swing. He frowned down at his soup, and slowly stirred his metal spoon in it, watching it swirl and bubble. It was still too hot to eat, which was why they were talking.

"Who is Chief Jerik?" Valka asked Hiccup and Sam with an inquiring expression.

Hiccup coughed on his food - it was partially because of her obvious non-intentional lack of knowledge about these things, but partially because of the fact that the soup was still hot. He swallowed his food and took a quick sip of water from his cup to cool his throat and mouth. "Murk is another one of our allies' mother." Hiccup explained, after he had swallowed.

Sam didn't bother to explain while Hiccup had coughed - he figured Hiccup would be better at it anyway, though obviously Hiccup was better with machines and dragons rather than people. Sam just sat there and stirred his soup, blowing softly on it to get it to cool.

"Is this true?" Valka asked Sam.

Sam looked up, a bit annoyed. "Yes, Miss Haddock, it is!" he retorted slightly louder than his normal voice. His tone portrayed his slight irritation, and Valka looked at him and blinked.

She just smiled - Sam became aware that she had probably realized that he hadn't said anything this whole time, just listening. She knew he was in a bit of a sour mood.  
>"Oh, 'Miss. Haddock' is too formal. Please, call me 'Valka' like everyone else." She told him, still smiling warmly at him. She could tell Sam was blaming himself for his family's deaths, and Sam almost immediately felt guilty for lashing out a little.<p>

Valka then looked over at Hiccup and exclaimed, "If I had known that you were bringing a royal visitor over, I would have made more than just fishtail stew!"

Hiccup rubbed his neck in an awkward fashion in response. "Sorry, Mom. I just… I've been really busy-"

"Oh, don't worry about it." Valka interrupted, knowing what he was going to say. She smiled sweetly at him. "I know how preoccupied you can be these days, what with you taking over your Dad's duties." She reached over to him, and rested her hand on his reassuringly. "Just do your best. That's all I ask."

Sam swallowed a few spoonfuls of the stew after it had cooled, and to be honest, it wasn't something he would like. He could tell she wasn't used to making meals for more than herself, let alone cooking for three other people. But he felt bad for Valka, and Sam owed her after his earlier outburst at her.

"It's not that bad, Miss- I mean, Valka. It's actually pretty good." Sam smiled kindly at Valka. She blinked at him in surprise in response. She grinned and said, "Well, thank you very much."

While they all worked on finishing their soup, they had a mostly innocent conversations. "So Valka," Astrid caught the attention of Valka and asked, "how are your Stormcutters doing?"

"Oh!" Valka paused for a second in thought. "Cloudjumper and Sparkflyer are getting along very well. In fact, I can tell Cloudjumper is slightly fuller around the stomach with her eggs. She and Sparkflyer are also getting more and more any by the day to make the trip to the Dragon Island, where she'll hatch her eggs. It won't be long now."

"It's great that Cloudjumper has finally found a mate, Mom!" Hiccup commented, beaming gleefully.

"Have you found any other Night Furies?" Valka asked her son, even though she knew the answer before Hiccup ever said anything.

"No, regrettably. I don't even know if any are still alive." Hiccup replied.

"Uh… Not to seem weird," Sam asked, glancing at Valka and slightly embarrassed, "But… what's a Stormcutter? I've never heard of that kind of dragon." Sam made a confused frown.

"A Stormcutter dragon is a large dragon with four wings and a somewhat flat face," Valka replied, "Surely you've seen one before on Murk. They are probably the smartest dragons, besides Night Furies."

"No, not really. The only dragons on Murk, that I've been able to identify, are Gronckles, Nadders, and Zipplebacks."

"Any Night Furies?" Hiccup inquired, genuinely wondering if he had seen any on his home island.

"Not to my knowledge." Sam answered simply - he figured Hiccup could still search once this was all over, since Sam hadn't exactly been looking for Night Furies specifically.

Hiccup sighed in disappointment. "Alright. You said that those were the only ones that you were able to identify, what were the others?"

"I'm not sure what their called, but one had very long wings and a long neck and snout."

"Did it leave round burn marks in places?" Astrid asked Sam, trying to figure out the breed of dragon.

"Yeah, I think so." Sam replied.

"Then that was a Typhoomerang." Hiccup said, "The only dragon that eats eels."

"What's another Sam?" Valka inquired.

"Um there's this one that has really long and sharp wings that can cut down trees. I know because I've seen one do it."

"That must be a Timberjack." Astrid stated.

"Any others?" Hiccup asked.

"Um, no… No I don't think so."

"Okay." Hiccup paused in thought for a moment. "Say, do you know how to sword fight, Sam?" Hiccup questioned, changing the topic completely.

"No. I can't say that I do. I mean, I can juggle swords and knives, but any type of fighting and I'm clueless. I don't know how to fence, that's for sure."

"I think that Gobber would be willing to teach you, if you want." Sam could tell that Hiccup knew Gobber wouldn't mind him volunteering for him.

"That might not be a bad idea." Sam agreed.

When Valka asked why, Hiccup and Astrid explained that Dagur and Alvin had teamed up again to take over the island of Murk. Them recounting the entire grueling story just made Sam have an even worse mood, and he asked to leave the table and go to one of the guest rooms. He would also be staying the night at their house to give Gobber a break - Gobber was a bit compulsive with where his amenities sat (such as the cup that Sam had moved that morning) and needed most everything to be in the same place otherwise it just made him annoyed.

Sam walked to the guest bedroom, and found that the southwestern facing open window had a nice view of the rest of the village and the sea. The window was made to have a ledge that you could sit on to look outside. He sat on it and leaned against the wall, looking out at the sun setting and just being alone to think for a while. Later, after the sun had gone down, the moon had come up and the stars were twinkling brightly,

Hiccup came to tell him that he was leaving for Murk, and would be back the next morning. Hiccup had told Sam, "I'll tell you exactly what I find."

A few moments later, Sam heard Toothless and Hiccup take off into the night right outside his open window. Sam sighed and crawled into bed, snuggling under the covers, anxious about what would happen the next morning with Hiccup, Murk and his people.

* * *

><p><strong>F.Y.I. I have posted a poll on my profile, on different ideas for future crossovers. If ye' would be so kind as to drop a vote...it would be appreciated :) <strong>

**Thanks!**

***whispers* and don't forget to review XD**


	5. Chapter 5

**Hey Fanfiction! How's it goin'? XD **

**Good? *gestures to screaming crowd* Good. XD**

**Well I am pleased to announce that chapter 5 has been finished….but you already knew that :D **

**Well'p…ye' know what's next….**

**SHOUTOUTS! XD XD XD **

**Eeveecat1248: I'm so glad that you're enjoying it! I hope Happily and I can keep it interesting for ya :) **

**Silverwolvesarecool: Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhh…XD**

**IonitaMircea32: I'm glad that you are liking Sam as a main character. And we'll try to keep the emotions coming XD**

**Happily-Joyful: *turns dark red* *Facepalms* I feel so…so…stupid XD But still…a great big THANK YOU for helping with this….I never saw this story being so good. Thank you for making it that way! XD**

* * *

><p>Chapter 5- Expressions of Sorrow<p>

After about three hours of flying, Hiccup and Toothless came up on the island of Murk. After getting close enough to see the light by the full moon, Hiccup gasped at the sight. Smoke was coming from almost the entire village.

When the two of them got closer, the full moon illuminated the entirety of the scene - every single building except for the Great Hall was burned; piles of ash lay everywhere, while most of the buildings were blackened and falling apart. Some of the buildings were _just piles of ash_, and were no longer recognizable as buildings.

Hiccup knew there would be no survivors near the blackened parts of the village, so he instructed Toothless to land near the Great Hall. Though he didn't know what a huge mistake that was...

Hiccup cautiously opened the large door to the great hall, readying himself for any traps that might be set off by opening the door.

Thankfully, there were no traps, but as soon as he opened the door and saw what was inside, he sunk to his knees and whispered in pain and shock, "Oh... Odin bless their souls..."

The entire hall was full of dead Murkian men and women who were obviously brutally murdered.

The people of Murk were arranged inside the Great Hall like sickening ornaments. Some were hanging from the ceiling like decorations, others propped up to look like they were sitting at the tables, and the chief and his daughter propped up in a sitting position at their seats at the end of the Great Table.

Hiccup just stared in disbelief at first, then closed his eyes and slowly shook his head. He took his helmet off and lowered his head in reverence for the dead. _I'll have to come back here with Sam to bury them all_, he thought as he looked back up at the hall.

As he took a closer look at the people in the hall, he noticed the only child in the disgusting display was the chief's daughter. While looking for at least one child in the crowd of dead people, his nose started wrinkling at the dead smell. He figured it was warm enough at this time of year, especially this far south, to open the windows so that the permeating smell could escape, so he opened them as quickly as he could, and then left the Hall.

Toothless was waiting outside, but had seen the display from the doorway. He was just as surprised and sad as Hiccup was.

"I guess we'll have to tell Sam, Bud." Toothless nudged Hiccup's drooping form, attempting to cheer him up. "Wait..." Hiccup heard a faint, weak male voice from the side of the building, and looked to the source of the noise. Toothless heard as well - he perked his ears up and he looked to the source of the sound at the same time Hiccup did.

In the shadow of the building was an old man, a large gash in his stomach and leg. He would be dead soon, so Hiccup quickly ran over to the man and asked, "What is it?"

"I must tell you... Dagur and Alvin..." The man paused to cough, and then continued, "Th-They kidnapped all of the children... a-ages five to fifteen..."

The man held out a dark blue piece of cloth, then said quietly, "This... was from my grand-daughter's... shirt..." he coughs again, then explains, "I heard that you have tracking dragons... from the chief counsel... they... hid the fact that others have trained the dragons... for our own safety..." The man coughed, then took a shaky, deep breath and said, "Save my daughter... that's my only wish..."

"I'll do my best…" Hiccup took the cloth, and then put it in the pocket of his riding suit. "Thank you for the info. I..." Hiccup was about to tell him that he doubted that they were alive, but thought the better of it when the man took one last deep breath and closed his eyes.

Hiccup listened to the heart of the man, but it was silent.

Hiccup sighed, "We'd better go and tell Sam, bud. We'll also need the other riders in order to search for the children." Toothless nudged Hiccup again, then looked at him with sad, wide eyes. Hiccup looked back at him, then at his lap and quietly said, "I know, I'm worried about Sam too. But we don't have any choice, Toothless. There's a chance the kids are alive, but I doubt it. Even if they aren't alive, we'll still need to find their bodies."

Hiccup sighed deeply, trying to take the information of everyone on the island being dead in, but having a hard time wrapping his mind around it. He put his helmet back on, tightening the chin strap connected to the inside of the helmet. He slowly picked himself up off the ground near the dead man, and climbed atop Toothless' back.

"Let's go, bud. I'm not looking forward to it any more than you are, but it has to be done." Toothless just rumbled in a depressed way, barely having enough motivation to get off the ground and flap his wings in order to fly.

On the flight home, after Hiccup had wrapped his mind around the situation, he lay down on the back of Toothless, and silently cried, tears streaming down his face and his body shaking, mourning for all of the dead as well as for Sam, who would have to bear the entirety of the news. Toothless rumbled sadly again, knowing that he couldn't reassure Hiccup this time.

After he had gotten a hold of himself and sat back up, Hiccup realized they were almost to Berk - the both of them could see the shape of their large home island in the horizon, just barely visible with the rising sun behind them. The sun was just now breaking over the horizon, so it must be about seven or eight in the morning.

At Valka's, Sam had been learning about the many different dragons and their characteristics from Valka, who had led him into the barn in order to talk about them while watching Sparkflyer and Cloudjumper.

After Hiccup and Toothless landed near Valka's house, "Hey Mom?!" Hiccup called.

The barn door was open, and he could tell a candle was lit in the back of the barn where no light could reach. Hiccup dismounted Toothless, and took a deep, preparatory breath. As he walked over to the barn, he called out again, "Are you home, Mom? Is Sam with you?"

"Sam and I are in the barn Hiccup!" Valka responded, seeing Hiccup near the front of the barn. Hiccup walked over to the inside of the barn, then over to Valka and Sam, Toothless right behind him. "You're back a bit late," Valka commented, then asked, "Why did you take so long?"

Hiccup replied, while glancing to Valka, "It was farther than I anticipated – it's actually about a three hour flight, believe it or not."

Sam looked up at Hiccup with wide eyes, almost dreading the news but still needing to know. "H-how's Murk, Hiccup?"

Hiccup just looked down at him, little tears starting to prick at his eyes. He whispered in a pained voice, "I… I'm sorry, Sam. No one survived. There's a chance that the children did, but I really doubt they survived. I-I'm so sorry."

Sam stood up from his bench next to Valka, tears rolling down his cheeks. "No… _No!_ My… _Please_, they can't all be dead!" Sam looked to Valka, then back at Hiccup, his tears freely rolling down his chin and onto the ground. "You… You promised me that…" He trailed off as he swallowed the growing lump in his throat.

"I didn't promise, Sam. I…"

"You made it seem like there was [i]hope,[i] though! Like… Like there was a chance that they might be _alive!_"

"I know, and I'm sorry."

"Heh. You're sorry. I'm sorry. I'm sure the entire freaking _world is sorry!_" Sam spat out. He blinked away tears, glanced back up at Valka, then looked at Hiccup, pain all too evident in his face.

He then ran out of the barn and into the forest, sobbing.

"Sam, wait!" Hiccup called out after him, reaching out to Sam's retreating form.

"Hang on." Valka said, pulling Hiccup back by his shoulder, "He just needs some time to himself. Just leave him be for now, he'll come around."

"Some chief I am…" Hiccup said blankly, looking down at his own hands and then back up at the forest in contemplation.

"Hiccup, there is nothing that you could have done." Valka said, trying to reason with her son.

Hiccup just closed his eyes, and shook his head, whispering, "Yeah…? Then why do I feel so darn guilty, Mom?"

"Because there was nothing you could do. You want to do _something_, I can tell. You're lamenting in the fact that you can do nothing to help him." Valka put her hand on his shoulder reassuringly, but Hiccup just shrugged her off.

"You didn't see the devastation in Murk, Mom. The entire village was completely burned, like a forest fire had swept through the village… Only the trees surrounding it were just fine." He paused to choke back the tears that threatened to roll down his already tear-stained face. "Mom, they were all murdered... All of them! They were arranged like ornaments on a freaking _Snogltog_ tree in the Great Hall, which was the only building that wasn't burned." He paused to take a deep breath, and then continued. "The only thing I could think when I saw all of the dead, bloody people in the hall?" He made a chuckle, though it was nowhere near a happy one.

"They planned this. All of it."

He tried to take a deep breath, but it was very shaky. He had small tears pricking at his eyes – trying to keep his composure seemed to be really hard for him at that moment. He took another shaky breath as Valka walked around to the front of her son. She planted her hands on his shoulders, looking reassuringly into his pained green eyes, and said gently, "I know I didn't see what you did, and I know this is hard for you, since Sam is going through the same experience you did…" She paused to wipe the tears from his face, and took a cloth from her pocket and cleaned the tearstains from under his eyes.

She continued, "…But please hear me out. I know you want to help him, since you didn't have much help when you were going through it. All you had was your mother you barely knew, and you know me now, but not then. You needed someone who knew you, inside _and_ out. But…" She paused, took a deep breath, and said, "He doesn't know you, and you don't know him. You've met each other, and kept a promise, but that's about the extent of the relationship. Your friends, but you haven't been for very long."

Hiccup mumbled, "You think I don't know that…?" He then looked up to his mother and said more clearly, "That's why I want to get to know him as much as I can – all of his family is gone. I at least had you, and Astrid, but he has no one - just us. I want to be enough for him, but it's just impossible when I haven't known him for more than a couple days." He sighed, and then explained, "I guess what I'm trying to say is, I don't want to be in total darkness like I was when Dad died. I had no idea what to do, how to approach the chiefly duties, and you had no idea either. I had to figure out how to turn on the light on my own." Hiccup sighed, and Valka let go of him, then she asked, somewhat shyly,

"You're not mad at me for that, are you?"

Hiccup just shook his head no, and then said, "Of course not! It wasn't your fault. I was mostly mad at myself, for being so weak and confused. Astrid helped with some of it, but it wasn't even close to enough."

Valka sighed in relief, "I'm glad you weren't mad at me, though being mad at yourself isn't much better. So… What are you going to do about this?" Hiccup replied, "I'm going to sit here and wait for him." He paused in thought for a moment. "By the way, what were you two doing in the barn, anyway?"

Valka blinked at the sudden change in topic, chuckled, and then explained, "Cloudjumper laid her eggs while you were gone. She flew over to the island, laid her eggs, and then came back with her eggs, carried in a basket. I gave her the large picnic basket to bring with her so that she could come back within a reasonable timeframe. She seemed to understand me, and came back with her eggs this morning." Valka glanced back in the direction of the barn, then continued, "They were both doing fine, last I checked."

"And the eggs?" Hiccup asked.

"Nice and warm – Cloudjumper is keeping them that way."

"Good. At least something positive happened today."

Hiccup sat down on a large flat rock near the forest, and Valka went back inside to continue watching Cloudjumper, Sparkflyer and their eggs. While sitting there, Hiccup planned what to say to Sam when he got back, hoping that Sam wasn't too mad at him.

* * *

><p>"Man! This seriously cannot be happening to me!" Sam yelled as he stormed through the forest, roughly shoving aside branches and kicking small rocks like soccer balls. "If all of Murk is dead, than I'm the only Murkian left."<p>

Sam stopped walking for a moment, thinking on his life. Remembering all of the good times he had with his family – sister and father were now both gone, and Sam could barely take the fact that now all of his friends were gone as well, considering most of them were older than he. He remembered one boy named Fiske who looked up to him like an idol (in fact, most of the little boys looked up to him because of his skilled juggling ability - but Fiske was the only one brave enough to talk to Sam first, and so he knew him better than the others), and Sam didn't doubt that he was gone, too.

"Everyone. I'm all alone…" He whispered. He walked over to a large, flat boulder. Half of it was in the ground, but even so he had to climb on all fours to get up to the top.

He sighed and stood on the edge when he got to the top. He started crying quietly, tears streaming down his face. He watched the sunrise in the direction of the ocean, just staring in a depressed manner. Clenching his fists at his side, he grabbed a random rock that was sitting next to him and chucked it out into the oblivion with a loud shout. Tears now pouring from his face as he sank to his knees and wept.

After around an hour, a noise coming from around five feet from his position on the rock startled him. He jumped slightly in surprise, then sniffled and stood up to try to get a better look.

The noise came again, this time louder. "It sounds like Toothless," He noted to himself out loud. He wiped the tears from his face with his sleeve, then looked in the direction of the noise, which he now took to be Toothless.

He figured that getting down off the rock and apologizing to Hiccup would be a smart move. _After all, it isn't his fault they all died,_ Sam thought as he started climbing off the large boulder.

He lowered himself down, placing one foot below the other and placing his hands on the face of the rock to steady himself and hold part of his weight. Once he got close enough to the bottom, he jumped off and started walking in the direction of the Night Fury-like noise.

After about ten steps, he saw a clearing (he knew because he could see more light in it) and the dragon inside it. _No rider…? _Sam wondered to himself, _Hiccup must be nearby._

As he walked closer to the clearing, his eyes had to adjust to the brighter light. As he followed the cries of the night fury, he entered the small clearing.

"Hey Hiccup, I'm sorry." Sam called, looking past the dragon as he entered, then stopped in his tracks as his eyes adjusted to the light. He looked down toward the dragon, and what he saw took his breath away. "…Oh, Thor." he gasped

In the middle of the clearing, there was a black Night Fury that was snared to a large metal post – her lower back leg was caught in the sharp metal foot-trap. Sam could see the blood that was coming from the snare, and assumed that the dragon had tightened the snare too much trying to escape

"That looks a lot like Toothless… but thinner and sleeker." Sam said to himself out loud. "Plus, this one has both of its tail fins."

The dragon, now realizing that she wasn't alone, turned towards Sam and fired out a warning shot in fear. He could tell because of her expression, wide eyes and ear flaps flattened against her head.

"Whoa!" Sam yelled in surprise as he dodged the blast. "Okay, um, hey… It's okay… It, um, looks like you're a little stuck right?"

The dragon responded with another shot towards Sam, who dodged it, almost getting singed in the process. He could tell which way the shot was coming, but since they were in such close proximity to each other, it was hard to dodge quickly enough.

"Hey, I'm not going to hurt you." Sam told the trapped, terrified reptile, attempting to hold out his hand in the gesture that Hiccup had shown him when he had first arrived on the island. She just backed farther away, avoiding his hand entirely. _Come on Sam_, he thought to himself, _what would Hiccup do?_

As Sam pondered this question, he heard heavy footsteps coming up into the clearing. Sam also noticed that the dragon was no longer concentrated on him, but was cowering at the base of the trap, her eyes fixed on the direction of the cracking twigs and heavy footsteps.

Sam quickly hid in some of the bushes on the outside of the clearing, hiding himself as best he could in the darkness.

Two large men came into the clearing and walked right up to the dragon. Both of them were draped in black leathery cloaks, and wore heavy metal armor.

"Finally!" The first one said, "We finally caught ourselves a Night Fury."

"Yeah," the other said, grinning darkly, "Drago will be very pleased."

"That diversion that Alvin and Dagur caused at Murk Isle worked perfectly." The first one commented.

"Right, and once Drago has this night fury, he can finish this island." replied the other.

"Alright," the first one commanded, "you distract it while I undo the chain."

"And how am I going to do that?" the second asked incredulously.

"Don't you remember what Drago told us?"

"Um….."

The first sighed impatiently, "The eel! Drago told us that all dragons are afraid of eels."

"Oh, right."

As the first one distracted the night fury with the eel, the other sneaked around and hit the night fury with a club.

"Now, go to sleep little beasty!" he yelled as he swung the club up high, and landed them atop the night fury's head.

"Ha!" he yelled when the dragon fell unconscious at their feet, "All too easy."  
>The first replied,<p>

"You said it. Studying the migration patterns of the few Night furies that we could find proved that they stop here at various times of the year, though they don't stay long. Setting a trap was the smartest thing to do, since we couldn't stay long either, due to Hiccup's dragon riders. Now let's get this dragon out of here before Chief Haddock shows up with _his_ Night Fury." The second reacted to the first's comment by nodding in agreement, undoing the chain, and beginning to drag the dragon back to the boat.

As the first man carried the dragon's upper body and the second continued to drag the rest of the dragon towards the direction of the sea, after they were out of earshot, Sam stood, spun around and ran his hardest back to Valka's house's direction.

"I hope I get there in time..."

* * *

><p><strong>Have fun everybody!<strong>

**Oh….and before you go…..**

**If you could….**

**maybe ….just possibly….**

**Drop a review in the box. **

**Please? **

**I**

**I**

**I**

**I**

**I**

**V**

**See it? XD**


	6. Chapter 6

**Hey guys! Sorry again about the lateness of this. Happily~Joyful sent me this about a week ago…and…..yeah. Sorry! *dives to avoid flying projectiles***

**But anywhosles. Since I don't really have anything else to say….**

**Let's do some shoutouts for the reviews last chapter shall we?**

**Silverwolvesarecool: *pokes head in doorway* *whispers to self* Ohh! I got it! *disappears behind door again* *barges through door* PREPARE TO BE AMAZED! XD (please tell me **_**someone**_** got that…) :P**

**Eeveecat1248: Posting next chapter…NOW! Wait….I just posted…..or you wouldn't be reading **_**this**_** chapter…..so…..where was I going with this? *shrugs* XD**

**Happily-Joyful: Oh, yeah. Right. Sorry. My bad! :D But yeah! If any of you guys reading this need something helped on…Happily-Joyful is the one you need to help! She'll make it **_**SOOO**_** much better! I speak from experience! You doubt? Go check out my original SFTNF story. Then read this one….so much better than the original right? :D  
>She's AMAZING at what she does! Yall send her a thumbs up p.m. and thank her for her valiant efforts that she has made with this story. <strong>

**VIRTUAL ROUND OF APLAUSE FOR HAPPILY-JOYFUL EVERBODY! *claps wildly* *sharp whistle* **

**Enjoy the chapter everybody!**

**And don't forget to review at the end! XD**

* * *

><p>Part 1: Chapter 7 Thor's Beach<p>

"Hiccup!" Sam yelled out, once he arrived at Valka's home. He ran towards the barn, but only got halfway there before he saw someone opening the wooden barn window. It was too dark inside the barn and she was too far away to see who it was from the outside, but he guessed Valka, and called out her name as she moved to go back inside. "Valka!?"

"Sam?" The woman called back, as she looked up. Sam thought he could see her squinting her eyes, but he couldn't be sure. The forest was more than a few yards away, about the length of the short-ish four stall barn times three. Valka's voice was slightly muffled from the distance as well as the dusty barn. She coughed from the dust, then called again, "Hold on, I'll come out there!" She left the open window, as Sam started towards the front of the barn. As soon as the both of them got close enough to talk without yelling, Valka asked, "What's going on?"

At the same time, Sam asked, "Where's Hiccup?"

"You just missed them, they went home. Now, what is going on?" Valka's face had a worried, tired expression.

"I-I saw a Night Fury in the woods."

Valka's expression changed from tired and worried, to thrilled in about half a second. Despite her tired features, she really did look eager to hear about it. "Really?! That's amazing! Where is it? Did you try to train it?" She asked excitedly.

Sam replied, a sad look on his face, "I didn't. It wouldn't let me close, it was too afraid of me. And it's not there anymore." Sam looked down in slight embarrassment.

Valka set her hand reassuringly on his shoulder and asked, "Which way did it fly?"

"It didn't. It was chained to a large post in a leg snare, and two men came and took it away. They said something about a Night fury migration pattern."

"Why those filthy, thieving trappers! Night Furies are so rare, I don't know how they got hold of one. "

"And that's not all, they said that someone named… Wait, I forget. I think his name was 'Drango Bloodyfist' or something. The men said he would be pleased."

"Drago Bloodvist?''

"Um, yeah, I think so."

"I-It can't be…" Valka's face became worried again.

Sam could tell she was remembering something terrifying for her. She moved her hand from Sam's shoulder, and put it over her mouth in slight shock.

"Wait. You know him?" He said after a minute shaking Valka from her thoughts.

"Drago Bloodvist is a dictator and a madman. He had a Bewilderbeast, a king of dragons, and that dragon took over Toothless and killed Stoic. My husband… father to Hiccup…" Valka's voice wavered as she teared up for a second, but then she seemed to push it back down. She knew she needed to act, and act now. Sam put a reassuring hand on her shoulder. He said, "I'm truly sorry Valka. I didn't know. Hiccup said that he died in battle, but…I'm truly sorry for bringing it up. I'll go to Hiccup's quick. I'm sorry I brought it up…"

"No." Valka said as she looked back up at him "We need to find that Night Fury before Drago gets his hands on it. And you're going to need all the help you can get." Valka said looked up at him with determination in her eyes. "Now which way did they go?"

"Um, east, I think. I saw them go that way from the cover of the trees."

"Their ship must be at Thor's Island then. That's only a small distance from the forest. A perfect location for trappers to weigh anchor. Come, we are going to need Hiccup and Astrid's help with this." Valka told Sam as she rushed back into the barn. San nodded and followed her.

"Cloudjumper, we need to get to Hiccup." She told her Stormcutter, who just gave her a look like, _Why? I'm tired._ Valka put her hands on her hips impatiently. "It's an emergency, Cloudjumper."

With that last comment from Valka, Cloudjumper jumped up and let her saddle him.

"Sam, you can get on, while I get some supplies that we might need."

"Alright. I'll do that."

Valka then went into another stall in the barn, and came back out wearing her dragon armor.

"Whoa." Sam gasped, surprised at the sight. Cloudjumper was already turned towards the back of the barn, and he made a smug look directed at Sam.

"What?" Valka asked through her mask, her voice slightly muffled.

"Oh, nothing. I just didn't think that you would have armor…"

"Why is that?"

"I guess that you just didn't strike me as a fighting kind of woman. You seemed to me to be a hospitable, motherly kind of woman."

"Well, I'll take that as a complement. However, if these men work for Drago, then they _will_ put up a bloody, violent fight."

"_Greaaat_. Just what we _needed_." Sam retorted with a sigh

"We are going to have to leave now if we have any hope of catching them. Let's go, Cloudjumper!" Valka gave her dragon the command, and the three of them shot into the sky.

* * *

><p>In about five minutes, Sam and Valka arrived at Hiccup and Astrid's cottage in the middle of the upper housing district, closer to town.<p>

"Hiccup! Astrid!" Valka yelled as she walked up to the house and pounded her fists on the door, "Get out here!"

"Mom?" Hiccup asked as he poked his head out of the window. Valka stopped pounding on the door as soon as she heard her son. He yawned, and rubbed his tired, half-open eyes. "What's going on?"

"Drago and his men are at Thor's Beach, and they've got a Night Fury."

"_What?!_ Astrid, _hurry_!" Hiccup exclaimed, as his eyes widened in surprise. He quickly put on his armor and woke the dragons. After that he woke Astrid, saying "Wake up, we have an emergency."

Sam could hear him from the open window. "What kind of emergency?" Astrid asked sleepily. She yawned while Hiccup explained, "We don't have a lot of time. Apparently, there _is_ one more Night Fury, and _Drago_ got his hands on it."

Astrid's eyebrows rose, and she quickly got dressed. After both of them were dressed, they mounted their dragons. Astrid asked, "Are we ready?"

Hiccup asked incredulously, "Since when am I ever ready to fight a bloody battle?" Toothless snorted, agreeing with his best friend.

Astrid rolled her eyes, "Come on, it's not that bad."

Hiccup replied, "Yes, for me it is. For you, it couldn't be bett-"

Valka quickly interceded as she climbed back onto Cloudjumper's back, "We don't have time for witty bickering right now. We have to get moving. Let's go, Cloudjumper." Valka gave the signal for her dragon to lift off.

Hiccup patted Toothless' neck and said cleverly, "There is always time for witty banter. Its witty banter, not bickering, Mom. Get your tales straight." Toothless lifted off as he said this, and Astrid followed on his tail.

Valka shrugged in response. "I call it whatever I hear, which is more bicker than banter."

Hiccup pulled up next to Cloudjumper and Valka and made an annoyed expression, aimed at his mother. Valka looked over, then rolled her eyes. "I'm unfazed, Hiccup."

He sighed in annoyance, then asked, ignoring her comment altogether, "So do we know how many there are?"

"I saw two before I left to get Valka." Sam remarked, leaning to his right so that Hiccup could see him.

"Sam? What are you doing here?" Astrid asked, looking back, "We left in such a hurry, I didn't see you."

"Sam's the one who spotted them." Valka pointed out, justifying Sam's need to stay with them.

"Good thing too." Hiccup stated as they glided along.

* * *

><p>When they landed on Thor's Beach about a half hour later, the island was strangely devoid of any activity. There was no boat, no men, no nothing except for sea birds and water bugs.<p>

"Why is there no one here?" Valka asked Sam, glancing around for any sign of a boat, and then settling her eyes on him when she found none.

"I-I don't know." Sam replied.

"How long ago did you see them leave?" Hiccup asked, looking at the beach while thoughtfully stroking his chin.

"Um, about an hour and a half ago, I think."

"Then they are already gone." Astrid stated, "The Night Fury doesn't generally weigh very much, so it wouldn't take long for them to stock up on fish for the trip home."

Toothless growled softly at Astrid, a gesture she took to mean, _Just because I weigh very little, doesn't mean I can't kick your butt into next Tuesday._

Valka sighed, "I guess that I got so excited, that I forgot how much the Night Fury weighs."

Toothless snorted in disdain, rolling his eyes and looking away, exasperated with talk of his weight.

"So how do we save the dragon?" Sam asked, glancing around at them. Toothless blinked and looked back to Sam, and started avidly following the conversation again.

"We can get Eret and Skullcrusher to track them down," Hiccup said, "if you know where the men that captured it last set foot on Berk."

"I do, but who are they?" Sam asked.

Astrid explained, "Eret used to be a dragon trapper for Drago, until Stormfly saved his life, and so he decided to give dragon training a chance. He was not disappointed, and Skullcrusher is his Rumblehorn dragon – the result of his short training period."

Hiccup then added, "Rumblehorns are one of the few species of tracking dragons, and he used to be my father's dragon."

"Cool. I didn't even know that there were tracking dragons. I thought that was reserved for dogs." Sam remarked.

"Not a lot of people do." Astrid said, adding, "Also, Hiccup, we should be getting back. It's almost dawn."

"Yeah, I bet that Gobber has his hands full trying to calm everyone down."

"Why?" Valka asked, her mind blank despite the obvious answer.

"Because their chief disappeared last night." Hiccup replied, looking over at his mother with a confused look.

"Oh! Got it." She nodded in realization.

"You mean 'hand' right?" Astrid joked, smiling at Hiccup.

"Hand, hands, you know what I meant."

"Oh, mmhmm, sure..." She said sarcastically.

"Odin help me with my crazy wife." Hiccup rolled his eyes with a grin.

"Hey!" Astrid protested.

"Got ya back! Ha!"

"Oh, it's on!" Astrid exclaimed, "H. Cubed, you better be careful."

"'H. Cubed'? And how long did it take you to come up with that?" Hiccup questioned with a smirk.

"Long enough." She replied with a sigh, implying that she had been working on that one for longer than she probably should have.

"Well, come on. I bet Gobber has his hand full."

"Are they always like this?" Sam asked Valka quietly, rolling his eyes and faking slight annoyance.

"I've learned to just fly with it."

"Ugh! You too? I guess _all_ Haddocks are like this." He stated, still faking the irritation.

"Enjoy it while you can." Valka replied with a grin.

"Oh, I am. Intensely." Sam chuckled, smiling and dropping the agitated façade.

* * *

><p><strong>See ya all next time! XD<strong>

***whispers* don't forget to review before you leave! Your feedback is what keeps us a'rollin! XD **


End file.
